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MOVEABLE
FEAST
Blowing a Storm
It was a warm summer's night and 
the breeze played over her nipples 
like a jazz band in the Harlem of 
her soul. The lady sighed, and ar­
ched her back. Her breasts felt 
heavy on her chest, and a thin 
finger of wind reached under the 
plumpest part of her and tickled 
gently, teasingly.
Her sigh m odified  itse lf 
downwards, and the ping ping of 
her clitoris was like the tip tip tap of 
a tiny hammer on a xylophone. A cat 
called in the distance, and the lady 
saw a momentary image of Michelle 
Pfeiffer's lips under the mask in Bat­
man 2. She practised an Antipodean 
purr. But her relevant lips were a lot 
more puckered and in search of 
something harder and longer than 
even Michelle's legs.
The breeze was picking up to the 
near cyclonic. Fury was in Darwin 
on business. Her pick-up truck soul 
w as a Brunsw ick Street 
phenomenon. Would even her eye
be able to identify a single man sans 
beer-gut and sans walksocks? She 
had hoped for an Aboriginal man, 
but for some reason there were no 
Aborigines in this bar. "Quelle 
surprise," she thought, colonially. 
"Must be home with their families."
And then she saw him. A little older 
than her usual preference, playing . 
pool by the pool. There was a 
studied non-bourgeoisness to his 
movements, an "I went to the finish­
ing school of proletarian graces" 
about the way he sauntered. She 
sized him up, her eyes travelling 
down past the pool cue. She 
thought, in an instant's casing, "Ex­
private school boy working for 
Aborigines. Have conscience will 
travel. Not as tall as he'd like to be. 
Works out to maintain his bottom. 
Probably married (i.e. living with 
someone meaningfully with a baby) 
and will therefore not consider a 
local. He suits the requirements."
She cued herself into action—and 
she ain't no Equity member, com­
rades; her mind was on tonight's 
perform ance, not the morning 
reviews. She sauntered up, her hips 
Bacalling, and felt the near invisible 
caress of his eyes as he practised a 
well-executed look-without-offend- 
ing. He played with a piece of chalk 
on the tip of the cue, using a little 
more white than was strictly neces­
sary. Some fell on her fishnets, and 
she saw a tiny smile tinkling at the 
corner of his lips. His voice was like 
the silken sail of a yacht before it 
disappears into the Bermuda tri­
angle.
"Melbourne or Canberra?" he en­
quired.
"Do I look like a public servant?" she 
epeed gently.
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"No, but you look like you have a 
job," he countered, "so I thought 
probably Canberra, and you don't 
have a tan, so not Sydney. And the 
shoes are Italian."
"He has a brain as well as a con­
science," she thought. "Try some­
thing political to check."
"What type of loser dear? Doctor 
saving the blind or lawyer who 
believes in justice?"
He laughed. "I'm  afraid I'm only an 
anthropologist."
"With or without TV show on SBS?"
"I haven't signed the contract yet," 
he said, looking her straight in the 
face. And then his flickerin g  
cadenced glance over her breasts 
was like a bright butterfly landing 
on a rainforest flower. She felt her­
self grow organically moist.
"Be a concerned greenie to my 
ecosystem," she hazarded, "and I'll 
look over the contract for free. It'd be 
like you were getting $1000 per 
hour. You could pretend you had a 
Lotus, and still hold your head up 
high or\ the morrow, fair prince. 
That's if your neck still works."
His jaw literally dropped for an in­
stant and she inserted the tip of her 
lipstick, gently, oh so gently. He was, 
after all, asking for it. She moved in 
for the kill. "And I'll let you use my 
cellular phone if you have to ring in 
sick tomorrow, in case I give you 
cystitis. I understand the needs of 
the weaker sex, and I have condoms 
in my briefcase."
That did it. He actually blushed 
and— honour of honours in 
Darwin's terms—he left the rest of 
his beer. They walked out together. 
Santa never came into Darwin that 
C hristm as, but the chim ney of 
Fury's compact Victorian terrace 
was more than replete that night as 
they discussed the rejection of the 
insulting doctrine of terra nullius in 
the nicest possible way. Knock 
knock, there is someone home.
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